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H HOW WILL IT LOOK AT THE DAY 
OF JUDGMENT~" 
BY REV. E. WENTWORTH, D.D. 
EDW ARD WARNER was brought up to , keep the Sabbath with primitive strictness. 
His parents were New England Congrega-
tionalists, and he was accustomed, during all 
his childhood, to accompanying them to the 
parish Church regularly twice upon the Lord's 
qay. When he waB about fourteen, t):le rigor 
of parental discipline began to soften; he was 
allowed to have his own way in· many things, 
where he had been heretofore restrained by 
absolute authority, and to substitute the dt. ... 
cisions of his own judgment for simple obe-
dience to the positive commands of his supe-
riors. One Sabbath afternoon he took the 
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unusual liberty of staying at hOlJ)e from 
Church without any special reason for so doing, 
and employed the hours of divine service in 
tinting the figures of a coarse wood-engraving 
with water-colors. His conscience was ill at 
ease while wasting the precious hours of holy 
time in this frivolous amusement. When the 
family returned from Church, he hastily put 
up the implements of his improper occupa-
tion, and, when the tea-bell rang, .descended 
from his own room to the supper-table 
with a strong effort to assume a look of 
unconcern, as though nothing unusual had 
been the matter. He hoped his parents would 
think that he had attended Church elsewhere, 
and that both his absence and unhallowed 
avocation would pass unquestioned. His £'1-
ther wa~ not a man to be easily deceived, and, 
as the family gathered into a social circle, and 
the shades of twilight were deepening around 
them, he suddenly turned to Edward, and 
said, 
"Edward, were you at Church this after-
noon ?" 
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" No, sir," replied thtl youth, in the tone of 
a detected culprit. 
"Where were you? " 
"In my own room, sir." 
"And what were you about in your own 
room ?" 
" A trifle, sir." 
" A trifle upon God's holy Sabbath I Let me 
see the subject of your Sabbath trifling, if you 
please." . 
Remonstrance was useless, and resistance or 
evasion never entered the mind of one so ac-
customed to implicit obedience as Edward. 
With shame and reluctance he brought down 
the unlucky engraving, and, with downcast 
eyes, placed it in his father's hand. 
"So this is the precious employment in 
which you have whiled away the golden hours 
of this holy Sabbath day? " 
And then, holding up the ugly daub in 
sight of the assembled family, he said, in stern 
and resolute tones, " How WILL THIS LOOK IN 
THE DAY OF JUDGMENT? " 
The trump of Gabriel could hardly have 
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fallen upon the ear of the trembling Edward 
with more startling effect. He never forgot. 
the lesson. Years afterward, when a pupil in. 
a public boarding-school, if tempted to follow 
the example of the idle abont him and stay 
from Church, his anxiety was not, "What 
apology shall I render to my teachers?" but, 
" \Vhat excuse shall I offer at the day of judg-
ment ? " Was he in after life led into the use 
of idle words? conscience would assume his 
father's tones, and repeat the terrible question, 
"How will they sound at the day of judg-
ment ?" 
Reader, have you, too, thought bow that 
Sabbath traveling of yours; that pleasure 
excursion; that game of chance; that hunting 
tour; that novel reading; that needless visit-
ing; that frivolous conversation; that secular 
letter-writing; that inspection of account 
books; that borse-racing, drinking, debauch-
ery; that habit of staying from Church when 
you are conscious of the slightest indisposition, 
or the weather is eyer so slightly unfavorable; 
have you thought how all or anyone of these 
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will appear at the DAY OF .JUDGMENT? As 
you dread the judgment of the great day, 
"REMEMBER THE SABBA.TH DAY, TO KEEP IT 
IlOLY." 
DEATH SCENES CONTRASTED. 
A dying sinner, who felt that he was not 
prepared for his change, thus expressed him-
self just before he closeJ his eyes in death' 
"My physician tells me I must die, and I feel 
that he tells me the truth. In my best hours, 
and in my worst, death has been perpetually 
upon my mind: it has covered me like a dread 
presence, weighed me down like an ocean, 
blinded me like a horrid vision, imprisoned 
my faculties as with bars and gates of iron. 
Often and often, when in saloons, alive with 
mirth and splendor, I have seemed the gayest 
of the inmates, this thought and fear of death 
have shot through my mind, and I have turned 
away sick and shuddering. What is it, then, 
to approach the reality! to feel it very near-
very close at hand 1 stealing on, and on, anit 
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on, like tne tide upon the shore, not to be 
driven back till it has engulfed its prey! 
'Vhat is it to apprehend the approaeh of the time 
when I must be a naked, guilty, trembling 
spirit, all memory and all consciousness, never 
again for a single moment to sleep, or know 
oblivion from the crushing burden of the deeds 
done in the body! ... 0, well may I smite 
upon my breast and cry, 'Woe is me for the 
past ! Woe, woe, for the past!' Every 
dream is dissolved, every refuge of lies is 
plucked from me, every human consolation 
totters beneath me like a bowing wall, and all 
the kingdoms of the world, and all the glory 
of them, could not bribe from my soul the 
remembrance of a single sin. Ambition, plea!-1-
nre, fame, friendship, lie around me like 
wrecks, and my soul is helpless in the midst 
of them, like the mariner on his wave-worn 
rock." 
Contrast such language and such feelings 
wlth the experience of those happy Christians, 
who, when the time of their departure is at 
hand, are, like the great apostle, "ready." 
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The late Dr. Payson, in his last illness, ex-
claimed, "God is literally now my all in 311. 
If he is present with me, nu event can in the 
least diminish my happiness; and were all 
the world at my feet, trying to minister to 
my comfort, they could not add one drop to 
the cnp. My happiness is too great: it will 
wear me out I " To his sister he wrote: 
" Were I to adopt the figurative language of 
Bunyan, I might date this letter from the land 
of Beulah, of which I have been for several 
weeks a happy inhabitant. The celestial city 
is full in my view. Its glories beam upon 
me, its breezes fan me, its odors are wafted to 
me, its sounds strike upon my ears, and its 
spirit is breathed into my heart. Nothing 
separates me from it but the river of death, 
which now appears but as an insignificant rill, 
that may be crossed at a single step when-
ever God shall give permission. The Sun of 
Righteousness has been gradually drawing 
nearer and nearer, appearing larger and 
brighter as he approaches; and now fills the 
whole hemisphere, pouring forth a flood of 
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glory, in which I !leem to float like an insect 
in the beams of the sun, exulting, yet almost 
trembling, while I gaze at this excessive 
brightness, and wondering with unutterable 
wonder why God should thus deign to shine 
upon a t!infnl worm. When I would speak of 
God my Redeemer, my words are all swal-
lowed up. I can only tell you of the effects 
his presence produces, and even of these I can 
tell you but little. 0, could you but know 
what awaits the Christian, could you only 
know as much as I know, you could not re-
frain from rejoicing and leaping for joy I La-
bors, trials, troubles, would be nothing. You 
have known a little of my trials and conflict!!, 
and know that they have been neither few nor 
small; and I hope this glorious termination 
of them will serve to strengthen your faith 
and elevate your hope. Hold on your Chris-
tian course a few days longer, and you will 
meet in heaven your happy and affectionate 
brother." 
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